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sweetnesses and incenses were in the herbs and
leaves that had gathered the sunbeams of Flor-
ence into their life; and bought little bundles
of bottles, an inch long, and as thick as a moder-
ately sized quill, with Araby the blest and a,
spice island or two inside each. Then in the
afternoon a bit of street or gallery work, and
after dinner, always up either to Fesole or San
Miniato. In those days, I think it never rained
but when one wanted it to (and not always then) ;
wherever you chanced to be, if you got tired,,
and had no friends to be bothered with, you lay
down on the next bank and went to sleep, to
the song of the cicadas, which, with a great deal
of making believe, might at last, somehow, be
thought nice.

I did make one friend in Florence, however,
for love of Switzerland, Rudolph Durheim, a
Bernese student, of solid bearish gifts and kindly
strength. I took to him at first because of a
clearly true drawing he had made of his little
blue-eyed twelve-year-old simplicity of a goat-
lierd sister; but found him afterwards a most help-
ful and didactic friend. He objected especially to
my losing time in sentiment or over-hot vapori-
zation, and would have had me draw something'
every afternoon, whether it suited my fancy or
not. "Cavaut d6ja lapeine," said he, stopping
on the way to the Certosa, under a group of hill-nd learned what ineffablet my work ; and always right! Whenever he
